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This is not a children’s story, 
but any child would understand its lessons 


There was once a small and beautiful children’s park. It was 
shaped like a handsome flaming torch, with a curling flicker right 
at the top. It ran full of olive plants. 


erent families played in this small park. It 
was 0: est, most beloved parks in the whole 
d an ancient, very special merry-go-round 
y generations had enjoyed. 


y, children from different families had played 


ade up and tended to the olive plants in this 
ad taught them ways of praying, playing and 


little park. 
living togethe 


Then one day, a lady with a tearful child in her arms appeated at 
the park. The children recognised this lady from the Big park 
nearby (the Big park was about three hundred times bigger than 
the little olive park). 


The lady said to the children, “Please, may I leave this little boy 
here? He is being bullied very badly in our park. I think it’s best 
that he moves here.” 


The children of the little olive park looked at the lady. “Can’t you 
stop the bullying in your park?” they asked her. 


The lady did what adults often do. She didn’t answer the question. 
“His Granny and Grandpa used to play in this park. They used to 
ride the merry-go-round. I think it’s best he plays here,’ she 
repeated. 


*Our grandparents played here too”, said the children of the little 
park. 


“So you understand! Fantastic! Now make 
room please. Please move.” 


The children thought the lady (though she said ‘please’ a lot), was 
quite bossy and behaved like she owned their park. But they did 
feel sorry for the crying boy. Everyone had heard of the terrible 
bullying that had taken place in the Big park. And more than 
anything, they were used to sharing the little olive park. 


However, some of them felt a little uncomfortable when the lady 
came back with an armload of big toys for the crying boy, bigger 
than anything they had seen before. 


“Just for you with all our love”, the lady gushed. 


Then she looked pointedly at the children of the olive park, “This 
little boy is very special to us, so please treat him well”. 


»~* She scuttled away, looking relieved. 


With all the presents around him, the little boy took up more 
space than any other child. The children stared at him. The polite 
bossiness of the lady had made them somewhat uneasy. 


However, children don’t hold on to uneasiness for long. Though 
the park was tiny, there was room enough for everyone. They 
returned to their games and their planting. 
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Then, another lady turned up with a crying girl. This lady was 
taller, wore a bigger smile and had a louder voice. She was from the 
Biggest & Newest park, quite some distance away. The Biggest & 
Newest park was about five hundred times bigger than the little 
olive park. It was so new, it was almost completely empty. 


“Hello children of the little olive 
patk’, beamed the tall lady. 
“This little girl was on her way 
to our Biggest & Newest park 
because she was being bullied so 
horribly over at the Big park, 
but, I thought she should come 
here instead. Her grandparents 
used to play here.” 


“Our grandparents...” 
chorused the children, but the 
beaming lady cut them short 
with her loud voice. “Come on 
kids! Be nice to her. She’s had a 
difficult time.” 


She placed the little girl in the 
park and, like the first lady, gave 
her a lot of very big toys and a 
whole lot of sweets and treats. 
“Now remember darling, if you 
need anything, you just let me 
know.” She then turned to the 
other children and said, “And if 
any of you are not nice to her, 
you'll have to deal with me.” 


She strode away, looking 
relieved. 
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The children of the olive park stared at the boy and girl, 
surrounded by their toys and sweets. They didn’t seem to 
want to play with anyone, so the children returned to their 
games. But everyone, including the new boy and new girl, 
played on the beautiful old merry-go-round. 


After a while, more ladies 
started turning up with more 
new children and more new 
toys. 


Most of these ladies were 
patents of bullies in the Big 
park. They themselves had 
been bullies when they were 
children. Now they apologised 
a lot and promised the children 


they brought over that they 
would never be bullied again. 


| This went on for a while. Each 
new child came with more big 
toys and more fresh warnings 


SEF) from smiling adults to the other 
children to treat the new 


attivals well. 
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The children of the olive park began to feel a bit angry. With 
the new children and their big toys taking up so much space, 
there really was very little room left for them. Their 
playground was shrinking fast; their olive plants were being 


rushed. 
crushe the children with 


Then, suddenly, without warning, the big toys 
attackeg the children of the olive park. 


“This is our park!” they shouted at them. 


With their big toys they chased many olive 
tree children right out of the park. 
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They pushed the remaining ones into two corners. 
They put up a sign saying “Big Toy Park’. 


They stood around it with their fan 
was now theirs. 


The children of the Jittle clive pa mevercishoeked. L 


the park belong to everyone, including the new children? 
Why were these children behaving so badly? 


Furious, some of them threw stones. 


The noise of the brawl brought the ladies running to the little 
park. The children stopped fighting and looked up at them. 
“What is happening here?” the adults cried anxiously. 

“This is our park”, the children with the big toys wailed. “We want 
this park. We want the whole park. Chase them away. We don’t 


like them.” 


“But this is our park as well,” said the other children, shocked. 
They looked to the ladies who had brought the children here. 


Surely, they would put this right? 


But the women stroked the heads of the children with the big 
toys. “Now, now’, they tutted, “of course this is your park. Your 
grandparents played here.” 


“But our...” started the other children, before the ladies cut them 
short. “We warned you about bullying these poor children,” they 
said sternly. 


“Bullies! Bullies! Get out of our park, bullies!’ shrieked the 
children with the big toys, delighted at the response of the ladies. 


They then turned to the adults. “You said you would look after us. 
You ptomised we would never be bullied again.” 


The women sprang into action. 


“There is only one way to solve this. If you can’t play together 
nicely, we will have to divide the park.” 


With that, the ladies took a stick and began to carve up the little 
olive park. The children with the big toys would not budge from 
where they stood, so the largest part went to them. The olive tree 


children were pushed to the two corners of the park by the pond 
and the tiny sandpit. 


“Happy now?” beamed the adults. 


“..And we warned you that if you were not nice to them, we 
would have to punish you. All they wanted was to share the park.” 


“But they don’t want to share the park!” cried the children. 


“Yes, we don’t want to share the park! It’s our park!” shouted the 
children with the big toys. 


“Shhhhh shhhhh darlings... leave it to us”, murmured the ladies. 
Then, very quickly, they put up two signs saying “Big Toy Park’ 
and ‘Little Olive Park’. 


“Ta-dah!” they announced nervously. 


“What about the merry-go-round!” demanded the big-toy 
children. “It’s near the pond, on their side of the park. We want 
the merry-go-round! Give us the merry-go-round.” 


“OK, ok, darlings, yes you must all use the merry-go-round.” 


“But they won't let us! They will hit us! wailed the children with 
the big toys. 


The ladies looked anxiously at the angry faces of the children 
before them and then handed the big-toy children a sack of even 
bigger toys; toys that could hurt. “Now no one will hit you, ” they 
assured. 


With that, they left for their much bigger parks, looking 
extremely relieved. 


The children, left to themselves, stared at each other. It was clear 
to them all that those amongst them with the big toys could do 
whatever they wanted. The adults would do nothing. 


A deep sadness descended on the olive tree children. Not long 
ago they had all played together in this little park. Now they lay 
separated; many stranded outside the park, others crowded into 
the sandpit, the rest hemmed in near the pond. And everywhere 
and in-between were the determined, fierce-looking children with 
their big, big toys. 


® 


The days, weeks and months that followed were terrible in the 
little olive park. Fights broke out between the children. The 
big-toy children always wanted more. They pushed the olive tree 
children further into the corners of the park and kicked up a 
storm in the sandpits. They built barriers around the 
merry-go-round, forbade swimming in the pond and stamped on 
all the little olive saplings they could find. 


The sound of the olive tree children crying and calling for help 
was very loud, but no adults intervened. 


The neighbourhood houses around the little park looked on with 
concern. Some of these houses had been damaged by the 
children with the big toys and they were angry. Others could not 
sleep at night because of the crying of the olive tree children and 
they were troubled. 


But the ladies of the Big and the Biggest parks swooped down on 
these households. Some they invited to their big parks and gave 
them pretty presents; others they frightened, sending them 
threatening letters. So gradually, the neighbourhood around the 
little olive park split; some did not dare and others could not care 
to stop the fighting children. 


Gradually the little olive park became known for the sound of 
screaming and crying. Many families that used to visit the park 


and ride the merry-go-round, simply stayed away. 


The ancient and beloved little olive park was becoming the 
saddest place in the whole neighbourhood. 


The children with the big toys grew brazen in their confidence 
that they could do whatever they wanted to the children of the 
olive park. “This is our park”, they said in loud adult tones. “You 
need our permission to leave, to enter, to play, to eat”. 


All the while more and mote gifts arrived for these children from 
the big parks. Each toy came with notes such as ‘Use this to keep 
yourself safe’, “You will never be bullied again’, “Don’t be afraid 
of those dreadful children’, 


The children of the olive park now understood that no adult was 
going to help them. 


There grew talk about fighting back, about attacking the big-toy 
children. 


“We cannot hit them. It’s wrong,” said the olive tree children near 
the pond. 


“If we don’t fight back, they will take over the whole park,” said 
the olive tree children of the sandpit. 


And the olive tree children chased outside the park? 


Well, they just wanted to return. 
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In the meantime, the big-toy children visited the adults of the big 
patks. They took drawings of the little olive park and 
demonstrated how easily it could be turned into their Big Toy 
Park. 


The ladies nodded and clapped. 


The children complained that they didn’t feel safe in the park and 
demanded bigger toys for protection. 


The grown-ups swooned and tutted. 


The children asked for more children like them, teady to fight 
and chase out the olive park children. 


The adults jumped up and agreed. 


“Donel” they said. 


And so, children from the Big and Biggest parks were offered 
treats and grand toys if they visited the little olive park. 


Children who enjoyed bullying olive tree children, others who 
didn’t have many treats or toys in their own parks, lined up 


impatiently for the presents and the adventure. They were 
promised they could behave in the little olive park in a way they 
could not behave in the big parks. They could bully, beat and kick 
the olive tree children, they could break their toys and spit on 
them, capture them and tie them up, take away their olive plants, 
and guess what? No adult would say a word. Unbelievable, but 
true! 
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With every new child that arrived at the little park, an olive tree 
child was thrown out. “This is not your park!” shriecked the 
children with the big toys. “There are no olive trees anywhere. 
Only big toys. This is our park!” They shouted louder and louder, 
enjoying their exhilarating power. 


However, despite the terrible bullying, despite the adults who 
looked on and the adults who looked away, the olive tree children 
refused to leave. They stayed on and they began to fight back. 


The adults of the Big and Biggest parks created a name for any 
olive tree child who fought back. “Bad Child!” they said. “Bad 
children fight and steal and bully and kick.” 


“But the big-toy children have been bullying, kicking and hitting us 
for ages,” said the olive tree children. 


“That’s because they are scared of you!” 
“That’s because you deserve it!” 


None of what the adults said made any sense to the olive tree 
children. The big-toy children were given treats when they bullied 
them, but if one of them dared throw a stone, or break a big toy, 
or hit back, a battalion of adults would swoop down, cradle the 
raging child with the big broken toy, point an adult finger at the 
olive tree child and announce for the whole neighbourhood to 
heat, “Bad child!!” 


And punishment would follow. 


This situation went on for a very long time. A very, very long time 
indeed. The children with the big toys behaved as they wished. 
They grew to enjoy bullying the olive tree children in the same 
way that the bullies in the Big park had enjoyed bullying them, 
yeats ago. 


The ancient merry-go-round that had brought love and happiness 
to so many generations of children sighed softly as it turned at the 
heart of this sad little park. 


Then one day, when everyone was sleeping, the olive tree children 
of the sandpits did something no one had ever dared do before. 
They attacked the children of the big toys with all their strength 
and might. 


The scteams of the big-toy children brought the ladies rushing to 
the little olive park. All around the park were broken toys, 
scattered food and many of the children with big toys were 
bruised and crying in fright. 


“What happened here?” asked the adults in a terrible panic. 


“They attacked us! They broke our toys! They hit us! They have 
taken our friends to the sandpits. You said you would protect us. 
But they are bullying us, just like we were bullied before in your 
park!” 
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Not the end... 


© de Chickera / Holsinger 
May 2024 
Colombo, Sri Lanka. 


